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CONCERNING 
THAT 


Here's the cover, as promised, Hope it appeals to your 
sense of the weird and so forth, Only thing of this sort I’ve ever 
known ta be done for a fengzine, Yeu might like to put this detailed 
info in your 'zine somewheYe for I doubt that there are many who'll 
know Whathell it's all about. Dunquet This is the Sabbatic Goat as 
envisioned by Eliphas Levi in his "Ritual of so Maric." Ho 
identifies it with the Baphomet, of Mendes, and DOES NOT regard it as 
being connected With Black Magic, but as a "pantheistic and magical 
figure of the absolute, 


Superimposed over the goat is the Double Seal of Solomon...one of 
the potent figures used in magical spells, This differs from the Great 
Seal of Solomon in several ways, one of which being that it doesn't 
4nolude a second circle within the first, as does the Great Seal. 


Notice the points of the stars.,..reading fron the topmost, them 
to the left point below it, then to the right point opposite the left, 
and the two lower points (NOT the bottommost) are letters, Following 
these in the order given, end joining the segments, the word "Tetra~ 
grammaton" is found. In the four comers formed by the joining of the 
circle With the star points, are found the letters A G L A, alsos 
word found prominently in these studies, and particularly pretaining 
to the diagrams and spells, 


I hope you'll find this interesting mough to print, Jack, for 
otherwise, there Will be too many people wondering what the hell 1s 
going on, I haven't gone into detailed description here, because there 
FS too much involved in the rites of the Sabbat, especially involving 
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Well, must get out of heré for the nonce. Let me know how you like 
it, I feel that it is quite in line with what you want, Thanks a lot, 
and I hope you'll have this ish as fine as the last, at least! 


Best Wishes, 


dance 
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4 "The oldest and strongest enot- 
ion of mankind is fear, and the 
Oldest and strongest fear is fea: 
of the Unkmow.,." ----- H PIL 


two Crewford poms, 


A HATTER OF TASTE 


I an not in the habit of revicwing fanzines -- expecially fanzines who 
have had issues out since tho one in question, I an, however, going to 
talk on a fanzine: published in Decenber, 1960. Because it is a natter of 
taste. 

In the sarcastically named "Christnas” issue of YANDRO, was a story by 
Mike Deckinger. It suggested boldly sonething rether sickcing. 

4 young girl is resting by a tree while hor husbend is in town on sone 
tmspecified business. A beggar conce along, essaults, and rapes her, She 
is too eshened to tcll this to her husbond, but when she discovers that 
she is promert she decides to invent a tale. The girl is, of course, 
Mary, and the meband Josenh. 

Now, it is our opinion that e porson may chooso to belicve in a God 
(and if so, the one of hie choice) or he nay choose to disbelieve, Re- 
Eeardjess of which tne individuel chooses, it ls his business and no one 
elbe 8. Mr, Coulson (editor of YANDRO), in a letter in our lest issue, 
stated that many of his readers were of various religons, He also cane 
out es us for insulting 2 religon (a charge not quite true). YET HE NOW 
PUBLISHES IN HIS OWN 'ZINE, AIE WITH A FINE HISTORY ¿ND REPUTATION, A 
STINGING BLOW AND PERSONAL DISULT TO EVERY ONE CF HIS CHRISTIAN READERS, 
end also to anyone With a sense of noralr ond ethics. We wero merely tek- 
en the wrong way -~ ho Was printod a deliberate violation of the stad- 
ard of morals end ethics (perticularly ethics) which places us above a 
beast. Perhaps he things we aro bezssts (Hr. Deckinger sure does). This 
is his opinion, But in this natter of taste, it is not a question of be- 
lief at all, or, that is, belief in God, It is a question of belief in 
our code of morals and ethics; 

Mr, Coulson has done something that I, as a hunan being, an revolted 
by., end one Which shows Mr, Couleon's true character, Whether he bel- 
1eves in the Christien philosophy or not, by his own adnission you shoulc 
not be partial, neither should you be insulting to myone's beliefs, As 
a munan being ho shovla havo respected thoso beliofs, Anyone with any 
true human docency would nave retumed the mmuseript to Mr, Deckinger 
with his vonit still on it. 

As for Mr. Deckinger: he has often proclained his athiestic views, As 
a natter of fact, in his own Wey, he hes published, written, and backed 
anything and overything that is in any way connected with athiesnfnd digs 
at religon. He has often attempted to point out paradoxes and differmt 
forms of evil either in the nane of a church or in some Wey connected 
with a church -- particularly Christien, These things happen, Sure, But 
who's discussing religous philosophy? I'm discussing a reviling menuscr 
ipt sent in by the nost religous person I havo ever cone across.,,/ilKe 
Deckinger. You don't need a God to be religous, Or do you? For Mr. Deck- 
inger is not content with having his own beliefs, but sets hinself up as 
his own God -- a God who will have no other Gods before hin. He is con- 
pelled to tear then down, he is a fenetic serving himself, his God, in 
the name of athiesm. Only a religous nan is a fenatic, and few religous 
nen are fanatics, There is not, hes not, will and cen never be a fenatio- 
al athiest. The athiest, as Mr, Chichester points out in the lettercol- 
um, either keeps his feelings to hinself or sets end attempts to accom- 
plish his own goals, He docs not go about attompting to tear down beliefs 
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that people have just 28 nuch a right to as he has to not believe, Hance, 
we have Deckinger s Paradox, e thing I an incapable of solving. 

Listem--it's not whether you believe in God or not, but how you act 
while you're here, Fendon digs at religon oftm, and I seldon object, 
But when two persons (sic) such as Messrs, Coulson and Deckinger cen not 
conduct thenselvos as human beings, they can not certainly be oalled fit 
nenbers of tho hunan race 


CONCERNING "THE LURKER AT THE THRESHOLD" 


My first inkling of an error in Dr, Keller's portion of NOTES ON LOVE- 
GRAFT dovotea to this novel cane whm he attributed it to Lovecraft -- 
indeed, Derloth, in SOME NOTES ON H,P. LOVECRAFT (Arkhan, 1959) statod 
that less than 1200 words were writtm by Lovecraft ==- a portion less 
than two pages in length and relating only one background scame, The 
novel Was, the, alnost solely Derleth's, Dr, Keller's only real con- 
plaint about the book was thet tho two professors Wero able to soal the 
opming to Outside without any interference fron Yog-Sothoth, The Lu 
ker at the Threshold, who was clearly thoro., Upon ro-reading the book, 

I find this objoction groundless, if approached logically and with a 
little imagination. 1)-Yog-Sothoth had to rotum because Dewart/Billing- 
ton and Quamus could not afford to keep it in the third dinension, for 
maintaining control, for kecping out meddlers, and mainly beceuse the 
old monster had no love for oithor of them and it had to be samt back as 
a safety precaution, 2)-it obviously didn't live in the tower, but in 
the fourth dimmsion (the fourth dimension was deduced by three things-- 
first, the wondow, which Was shapod to see into the next dinension--whic) 
had to bo the fourth; second, bocauso of the accesibility of tho opming 
it had to be an adjacmt dimmsion; and thridly, because the Old Ones 
Were unaffected by tine, Why? Bocause they lived in it and in it alone) 
and that the tower's roof was an intordimmsionel passageway, In order 
to open the passageway, a summons, consisting of odd vocal sounds, had 
to be issued, Since both Dewart and Quamus were shot and killed before 
they could complote the summons, the Way Was not yet opm for the Old 
Ono to come through. Only a portion of the passageway had beem oleared-- 
clearly not mough for tho thing to get through, Or, as Dr, Keller points 
out, Sothoth would have certainly taken caro of tho two meddlers. Only 
mough to that visual contact betwoe the dinesions hed bem cstablishet 
along With, perhaps, a slight opming which, since the Old Que would try 
to forco himself through, would account for the snell, But it Was not 
open enough, So all the Old One could do was to struggle vainly while 
4ts nenisis in the forn of the two professors soaled the Opening and Rav 
it quite a shook with that Elder Sign! Therefore, whe som in this light 
Dr. Keller has no case, 

Another noto: In the 4 separate editions ‘containing THE OUTSIDER that 
I own, none go beyond, as Dr, Keller says, the point where the narrator 
touches the smooth surface of finely polished glass, Another objection 
gone. The last chapter of INNSHOUTH could have been Xeft out, but was 
added, and quito offectively, for shock value, We do, incedently, disa~ 
gree entirely with the article, but print it for others to consider. 


OUR TITLE 
MIRAGE is our pement title, No nore titlo changes. This is the fina? 
and completely pornanent nanc of the nagezine? With thanx to Game Tipton 
for thinking it up and s@mding it in, along with a passel of Be Ss 


What is a poem? A tale that 
rhymes? A series of inconse~ 
quantal lyrics? Nancy thought 


THE POEMS OF PAN 


aay, Gaitas were ya e 
Bure 


ancy leaned over Jack's shoulder and poured his ooffee, 
en joying the warm tingle that went through her as her breasts 
brushed st him, With a gesture of annoyance, ho Waved her away, 


"God, honey, no more coffee! I'm going to be late to class as 
it is," he growled. - 


She flinched, as if give a physical slap in the face, then 
muttered "I'll get your coat." 


"It's too hot for a cont." said Jack, gathering up his books, 


She thought desparately to herself "Oh, Jack, don't you know? 
I just went an excuse to grasp my hands on your fine, young arns. I 
just went to touch you, That's all." 


Jack walked briskly toward the door of the apartment, deep in 
thought on the hard day at college ahead. 


Wait!" she orled aloud. "Aren't you going to kiss your little 
wife goodbye?" 


"Gee, honey, I'll be late ~- Oh, all right.” 


He barely touched his lips to hers, not eve bothering to put 
down his books, then tumed and left. 


Vory slowly, Nanvy closed the door, Very slowly she cleared 
away the breakfast dishes and piled them in the sink, "Only married 
one year and already he doem't want me," he pouted, “He's so oruel, 
but I guess he can't help it, He's only a boy, a little boy 6 years 
younger than me," Nancy did't cry, although she certainly felt like 
it. She was still his wife, and there was work to be done. For one 
thing, they needed groceries. 


Abstractly, she stared out the window at the vast spread of 
Berkeley below, end the Golden Gate Bridge showing majestically, 
its bright orange color reflecting the sum across the bay. "Jack's 
right," she mused, "it 1s too wam fora coat," 
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5 She picked up her handbag and walked down the stairs into a 
blazing late autum sunshine. Carefully she put her hand ageinst 
her thigh to keep her skirt fron plowing up as the wind tugged and 
clawed at her hair and plastered her peasant blouse tight against 
her tosom, The hills were steep, but somehow she always liked to 
walk to market. 


As she crossed a quiet, empty street she Baw s ahead of her, 
a man leaning against a Eucalyptus tree and Watching her. Nancy was 
aware that she was a beautiful woman, and hence was used to being 
stared at, but there Was something rather different about this par 
tioular man, She stared back. 


He was tell, sum-browned, and had a face that seemed cut to 
the effect of exotic mystery by a sculptor not quite mnan., Black 
hair he had, with a touch of grey above the ears, and his eyes seam 
ed as deep and Wise, yet as savage as a cat's, When she was nearly 
abreast of him, he spoke, in a Kind, gemtle-voice. 

"Hello, May I walk with you?" he asked, She laughed with sup- 
rise, tut did not feel particularly eibarrased, After all, what 
could happen to her on a public road án broad daylight? 

"Sure, Cone along.” she replidd 


He fell in step beoldd her with a liquid gracefuliness that 
few women and almost no men ever master. Where are we going?” he 
asked, 5 


ny don't kmow where you're going,” she replied, laughing, "but ‘ 
I'm going down to the grocery to get a few things for the inner ne 


"How drab." he said, wrinkling his nose in mock disgust. TET 
going to the forest on the top of a hill and think poetry.” : 


Fyou're going to what?" gasped Nanoy. 


Think poetry. My poens are too personal to be written down, 
I could only tell then to someone I loved and who loved ne.” 


“You are a queer bird! What's your nane?” 
"Den," said the man, without hesitation, 
"Ts that your first or lest nane?”™ 


"My only nane, It's taken fron the nane of an anciemt Greek 
God of neture and sexual lust.” 


Nency stared at hin, wide-eyed. 
“I don't know whether I should talk to you or not, Mister." 


she said. "You tell ne your right nane or you can go your own way 
right here and now." 


of 
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He grinned and looked deep into her eyes. "Pan" he sald. again. 
"oh, you're hopeless, Mister -- Pani" she giggled, 


For a while they walked in silence, Suddenly, she asked "Why 
did you say *Hello,' to me back there?” 


nI wanted to hear the sound of your voice,” he answered, "so 
that I could put it into a poe.” 


“inn...” said Nancy, vastly amused, "What sort of a poe?" 
"A love poen to you.” 


She giggled again and glanoed at him out of the comer of her 
eye to see whether he was naking fun of her. He seemed as serious as 
an owl. 


"Here's a fine, charming sort of a nan," she thought. "Why 
couldn't I have married someone like him instead of a little boy 
like Jack? This guy looks like he's lived -- like he knows his way 
around,” For sone reason she did not bother to understand, she thm 
remenbered the disappointment of the first night with Jack ~~ his 
funbling inetperigce, his darmed childish vulgarity, his wuncon- 
cious cruelty. And yet, she loved hin. 


"Dp you like that sort of an aninal?" inquired Mister Pan, 
Se eee her train of thought and pointing down at the side- 
walk, 


"What?" said Nancy, looking down where -he pointed, A little 
lizard without a tail was crawling across the concrete, lifting 
first one tiny leg and then the other with infinite care. 


"Ugh!" she shuddered, clutching Mister Pen's arn, 


it," "gone," he aniled, stepping into the street, "We'll walk around 


"Say, said Nancy, as they retumed to the sidewalk sone äls- 
tence beyond the offending reptile, "You were a lot nicer about that 
than Jack would've bem." She paused, thinking of Jack, end laughed 
a deop wonanly laugh. "Why, he'd have picked up that awful thing and 
chased me with it, I'll bet,” 


‘Who is Jack?" asked Mister Pan, taking hold of the hand Nenoy 
had not bothered to withdraw from his am, 


“Why, ny hugbend." she replied. 


"IT should have known,” he said, sighing deeply, "that a woman 
as beautiful as you would not be allowed to remain single." 


They walked on together, laughing and talking like lifetime 
friends, and it was not until they had alnost reached the top of the 


THE PORMS OF PAN 
hills that Nancy remembered her shopping. 


"My goodness!" she cried, "I almost forgot! I've got work to œ: 
Oh, Mister Pan, it's been such fun, tut I really must be going, Won't 
you tell me your real name and address so that I can See you again?" 


Mister Pan arched his majestio eyebrows in annoyance ^f having his 
pleasant little chat shattered by such gross, naterlal things. "You can 
shop after you have sem my woods and my hill," he morted, but added 
more gently "It is not much furthar, Since you have already come this 
far, it would indeed be a shame to miss it.” 


"On, all right, tut I can't stay long!" she said. 


At the end of a Winding dead-end street stodd a tall, steep cliff, 
topped by dark, cool-looking stands of pine, eucalyptus, oak, and other 
familiar trees, Climbing the cliff was difficult and Mister Pan put his 
arm around Nancy to keep her fron slipping. She felt a wam rush ^f 
pleasure at the strength of that arm and leaned against him -- more, 
perhaps, than Was needful. At the top of the cliff she tumed and took 
a long look out over the maze of white stucoo, tile roofs, and vāđean- 
Bled roads that made up the city. There Was the bay, twinkling like 
Ground glass in the sun. A sleeping little fat man of a hill,mearked in 
giant white letters "ALBANY. lay beside the bay, and a window in Oaks 
land flashed brilliantly with reflected sunlight. 


"Oh Mister Pan! What a view! I can see why this would be such a 
geod place for poems!" gasped Nancy in awe, 


"This ls not the best place for poems.” he sald softly, "The best 
place is in the Cathedral," 


"The Cathedral?" 
"Come, I'll show you,” 


He led her into the forest, his arm held tightly around her walst. 
The Cathedral was beautiful indeed, The treetops that formed its eeti- 
ing thrashed high above them with the wond, but on the needle-padded 
floor of the forest all was silence and Warmth and calm beauty. As they 
Walked down the aisle of trees and listmed to the distent Wind, Naenoy 
felt as if they Were all alone, the only people on the earth, 


"This is the altar of the Cathedral." said Mister Pan softly, al- 
most in a whisper, as he sat down against a'moss-covered rock at the 
eid of the aislo, Nancy sat beside him, feeling all the cares and worm 
ies of everyday life slowly fading into the deep, silent peace around 
her, The pine needles made a soft, cool seat, and she was more comfor- 
table, more at case, than she had ever bee before in her life, Fora 
long time she sat there, leaning against the am of Mister Pan and not 
thinking of a thing, After a while, she noticed that Mister Pan was Wat- 
ching her intently. 


"What aro you looking at me like that for?" asked Nancy, in a bare~ 
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gg A eee ee 
ly audible whisper, 

"I am composing my poen to you," he replied, ever so softly. 

"Tell it to me," she mrmered. 


"man't I tell you," he whispered, "that I could tell my poems only 
to someone.who loved me?" 


"You can tell then —~ to me," sald Nanoy, with a low, Warm burr in 
her voice, 


He Leaned over and looked into her eyes, grave and searchingly, She 
could feel her heartbeat quicken in the silence, 


The wind changed suddenly and a strong gust came rushing up the 
aisle, blowing Nancy's skirt up to where tho hen of hor pink undercloth- 
es showed for a second, 


Yon!" she cried, pulling her skirt down again and blushing deeply. 
While her hands wero busy securing her dress below her mees, Mistor Pan 
lemed over and suddenly kissed hor, 


"Oh no!" she gesped against his lips, "Don't!" 


His arms slipped around her end he drei thoir todles tightly again- 
st each other, Imeeding her like bread dough with his long, powerful fine 
gers, She raised her hands to fight him off, but as soon as sho released 
her skirt the wind whipped it eva higher than before. Desperately she 
tried to hide her logs end fight Mister Fen at the same tine, but oh; he 
Wes strong and oh! the wind was wild and oh! what was tho use? She gave 
up both efforts and relaxed, 


Mister Pan took his lips from hers and held her firmly but gently, 
his hands moving over hor with a slow, tender urgmoy, prossing, oaress~ 
ing, potting ~- until white hot dosire rose in hor woontrollably. With 
a little animal ory, half joy, half enguish, she dug hor fingers into 
his shoulders and, summoning every ounce of strmeth in hor, pulled him 
closo, Writhing and twisting, against hin, For a long time there was no 
sound save tho rustlo of cloth in the pine needlos end the strained 
breathing of two wild animals in heat. 


Suddenly, it was over. 


The wond had diod, but Nancy's skirt still draped loose abovo her 
hips, Sho lay notionless with hor-mouth slightly opm, broathing doeply. 
Her oyes Were closed, Slowly she opmed then and smoothed down hor skirt. 
As her heart slowed and her broath cane more easily she laid her head on 
Mister Pen's chest end rested, listing to a bird singing somewhere noan, 
VES” Pen.burioed his face in her heir, softly brushing her oar with a 

88. 


"Now tell me tho pom." she whispered after a little while, 
"All pooms are not in words." he whispered, "My poems, the purest 


[m ee o ea 


of all poetry, arə composed of nothing but wordless enotions, " 


She started, "THAT? That was the poen?” she asked in sudden resli- 
zation. : 


"yes," answered Pan, smiling feintly. 


She lookod up at him thoughtfully for a long time, then, in e low, 
trembling, womanly voice, she said "I think it was a lovely poem,” Thm 
she kissed hin tamderly for severel minutos. 


"y+ has been a thousand years since,... tut sleap now, my darling." 
He seid, 


She lepsed into an exhausted, yot droan-ladm sloep. 


When she awoke, he Was gone, and she Was not at all sure it hedn't 
bom a drean., Sho got up, brushod herself off, and hurried away, never 
noticing the small, stronge footprints leading away into the forest. 
Very strange footprints indeed, 


Like a twh-loggod goat, 


"It is sald thet on a cor- 
tain day of tho year the 
Gods don human form and 

go about the world of mm 
in soarch of soncthing; 

howover the objoct of tho 
soarch no human has evor 
leam ed," 

— ILAC FITUALS by Potor Frost 


JOURNEY RISQUES 


Men thinks to propagato hinself 

On sone distent moon, 

And is semding up his littlo toys 
Hoping to find soon 

A road to these high plecos that 
Shell lead hin away, 

Fron the river of his pros@mt splashing 
To some elysim day. 

He has mddied up the stroan of life 
With his filth and noire, 

Now ho soeks to spoil the planots, 
And to quemoh their brilliant firo, 

He may suocoed, no one knows, 

No ono can really tell. 

But in roaching for the moon and stars 


He ey ace te belt. --George Jay Crawford 


DAVID H. KELLER, M,D., (1880- ) is a native 

of Pennsylvania and presently resides in 5t- 
roudsburs. He was a frequent contributor to 
Weird Tales, Amazing, end others and has had 

a number of published books, among then Tales 
from Underwood (Arkham), a collection of his 
best shorts, and Tne Sim of the Buming Hart, 
His work has beem widely enthologized. In 19 
Searle's Fantasy Commentator published a re- 
markable essey entitled Shadows Over Lovecraft, 
which explored the psychological aspect of toth 
the man and his work, Being a psychiatrist 

since 1914, he was able to write his ideas well, 
although the piece was pounced upon by others 

in the field as full of mistakes. Now Dr. Keller 
gives us a never before published follow-up to 
thet famed essay, in which the inacuracies of 
Lovecreft's works are explored with thorougimess. 


O 
N LOVECRAFT 


Copyright clearance will not be given 
this ploso without the express written 
permission of the author, who is,.... 


CAR a ies 


DAVID H. KELLER, M.D 


omer meme wee eee m eww ew ee mee eee Bee HK we we Bm eee ewe ee Be we Ss Oe eer rere 
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[Lovecrart wrote horror tales. 


The plots came from his subconcious -- he had to write them. Once 
he thought of a tale he could not rest until it was placed on paper. 
Soon after he wrote Finis one more fantastic horror story would rise 
within him and his literary Daemon would force hin to keep on writing, 


The lands he wrote of in the Arctic, Australia, and the Pacific 
Were filled with monlithlo buildings erected millions of years ago by 
glant monstrosities who had come to the earth from other planets, On 
the walls of these buildings were obscene pictures which told the his- 
tory of past ages. These visitors from the void brought with them images 
Carved from stone which no geologist has ever found on earth, It was 
thought that they were carved in the lixmess of the glants who had er 
ected the massive buildings. These images were worshipped by degenerate 
EaR ee ofte met in secret places to pray for the retum of the 
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In his story, The Call of Cthulhu, he gives several descriptions of 
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these idols. One was found in the swamps of Louisiana, 
"The figure.....was betwee seven 
and eight inches in height and of 
exquisitely ertistic workmanship. 
It represeited a monster of vag- 
uely anthropoid outline but with 
an octopus~like head whose faoe 
was 2 mass of feelers, a scaly, 
rubbery-Looking body, prodigious 
claws on hind md fore feet, and 
long, narrow wings behind, The 
thing, which seemed instinot with 
a fearsome end mnatural corpul- 
ance. vs. squatte on a rectangular 
block or pedistal with undescipher- 
able characters, The tip of the 
wings touched the back edge of the 
Dlook,....The oephapopod head Was 
bent forward. ..the aspect of the 
whole was amormally lifelike and 
the more subtly fearsome because 
its source Was unimown. Its vast, 
awesome, and incalculable age was 
unmistakable, It did not belong to 
eivilization's youth =- or, indeed, 
any other time. Its very material 
was a mystery; for the soapy, gromi- 
4{sh-black stone with its golden or 
irridescmt flecks resembled nothing 
familiar to geology or minerology. 


Suoh were the idols which the degemerates worshipped. Most of then 
Were illiterate but ocoasionally a brilliant man became the leader of 
a group who often met to call upon thelr god Ctmihu. Sone of then 
wrote religous books, the most famous being the NECRONOMICON by the 
mad Arab Abdul Alharezed, 


In his fanoied New England somes Ioveoraft pictured decaying tows, 
dirty streets, unpainted houses with leaking roofs and broken windows. 
Here men and women lived for many decades, each generation becoming 
More degenerate because of in-breeding. The fences were broke, the 
meadows sickly green, large oak trees were decaying and the sun never 
shone, The only birds that sang were the wippoorills wioh gathered in 
great. numbers to oarry the soula of the dead to Lethe, These commnit— 
ies were rarely visited by normal people. In these places were the cults 
aa er worshippers who longed for the retum of the former rulers 

e o. 


Such was the material Jovecraft used for mmy of his stories, The 
plots were somewhat similar with minor variations, In many places old 
Gods lived awaiting an opportunity to kill the human race. Each had a 
group of degaierates willing to help them escape from their prisons, 
Always there were one or more heroos who successfully fought the Ola 
Gods and, for the time, saved humanity from destruction, Oftm thelr 
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@poriaddds woro so terriblo thet they bocame insano. 


In tolling these tales Lovecreft used dark words to a perfection. 
never attained by any other author. In his effort to convoy the terror 
he must have felt he not only used such words singly but combined then: 

“Lurking fear; strange horror; winatural ennals; ghoulishly hamt- 
ed," He fpequently arranged then in trio: "dead ne's skulls; night- 
mare creeping death; fearsome secret places; horribly mangled chew ed,” 
At times he even Wráto a short paragraph composed of then! "There was 
the bursting of an e&ploding bladder: a shulsy nastiness of a cloven 
sunfish; a stench as of a thousand opaed graves, and a sound that 
could not be put on paper; The ship was befouled by a væn enous seeth- 
ing astern where the spattered plasticity of that nameless sky spawn 
Was nebulously conbining in its hateful, origonel fom," 


It would be interesting to read all of levecraft's tales and make 
a list of the dark words he uses end the number of repititions. This 
would give the youthful writer of horror teles a very complete vocab- 
ulary. 


In his Notes on Writing Weird Fiction (contained in the o.p, book 

MARGINALIA) Lovecraft writes! 
“Prine emphasis should be given to sub- 

tle suggestion ~- Avoid bald catalogues of increditle hepp mings." 

He fails to do this by his constant use of dark words. He leaves 
nothing to the reader's inagination, I can best explain my reaction 
by describing the road in the Southwest between Albequerque end Grants, 
New Mexico, A desolate country borders this road; in the desert are 
rattlesnakes and large camivora, If the authorities acted wisely they 
would erect a large sig at each entrance to this country. 


TOURIST, STOP AND READ. 
You are now entering a dangerous 
desert. Drive fast. Stay on the 
highway. Do not enter a side road 
for thore you will find deadly 
snakes and man-eating panthers. 


All who read these signs would be filled with fear of the unknown, 
Tholr imagination would run riot, No matter how fast they drove they 
would imagine a rattlesnake under every bush, a panther or mountain 
ae in every ravine, There would be a constant illusion of innminant 

ger. 


Is it that kind of road? No, Every half nile there is a large sim 
advertising a snake house or museun of wild life, Visit one and for 
the cost of only 25¢ you can see a dozm varieties ef snakes, reptiles, 
and camivera. Years ago a young girl was bittin by a rattlesnake and 
died, You cen see that identical snake at widely separated museums, At 
6 places you can look at the only pack of lobo wolves in America, The 
dangers of the desert, the nysterious dwellers of the wild, are capt- 
ives and can be inspected safely. There is no need for fear -- the hor 
ror of the wlmown desert is gone; every dager having bem captured 
and now being othtbibed in museuns. There they ceuse no terror, Noth- 
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ing has been left to the imagination, That all-important illusion of 
the terrible unimown has bee elininated. 


Lovecraft has duplicated this treatment of the road in his stor es, 
He takes us into an wilmow desert, filled with welrd people, many dan- 
gers, and the Old Gods waiting to destroy nenkind. But instead of allow- 
ing the reader to exercise his inagination, he collects all his horrors 
and places them in muscuns where they are carefully listed and describ- 
ed, He writes of them in a very definite language, making use of all the 
dark words in the dictionary and occasionally inventing new ones. Sus- 
pense is lacking as the story develops, In some stories he repeats the 
same dreadful adjective so often that it looses its power. If, in a smn- 
all forest community the ory of "Wolf!" is heard the doors are bolted 
and every rifle loaded. But if “Wolf!” is cried a hundred times a day 
the forest dwellers cease to fear. 


The Old Gods must heve been very powerful end highly intelligent; 
they were able to come from distant planets and erect very large build- 
ings in Arabia, Australia, and Antarctica, One of the massive castles 
Was used as a prison fèr Cthulhu when he was conquored by the younger 
gods. Occasionally the gods escaped but Were always circumvented by a 
hero, It seems evident that while writing his tales Lovecraft saw hin- 
Belf as the hero; many authors, such as Howard, vicariously shone in 
the linelight, In at least one tale, The Shunned House, Lovecraft and 
his uncle teke inportant parts. 


In the conflict between the Old Gods and the heroes, use is made 
of modem science nixed with Imowledge obtained by reading the "forbid- 
äm" books, Yet the heroes could never win had it not been for the evi- 
dmt inability of the Old Gods to recognize the dangers facing them and 
the ability to finally conquor, At tines they seen absolutely stupid, 

I realize that they had to be overcone to save the humen race, but it 
Seems that Lovecraft often does not use his scientific knowledge to 
fight them. I will give a few examples involving both the evident in- 
io of the Ola Gods and Lovecraft's inept sci@tific instruments 
of warfare. 


In The Dmwick Horror, a son on Yog-Sothoth and an earth women 
Brows to mammoth size and begins to devidtate the country, killing 
families and cattle. When he noved over the mountains he could not be 
Seen but crushed trees and vegetation showed his pathway. Three scia@~ 
tists study the old "forbidden" books and leam words which they hope 
will destroy hin. They also create a powder which, when sprayed Over 
the monster's inviasihle body, also aid in killing hin, Now, armed with 
na motal sprayer of the kind nsed in combstting insects" they walk to 

a topnost ridge, level with the altar where the Old Gods had bem wor 
shipped," but “et a considerable distance fron it." They hope that the 
monster which, fron its tracks, is evidently "bigger than a bam” will 
move towards this altar stone, He does so and they can see trees break 
as he moves over then. 


Now they start saying the words end spraying the powder towards 
the invisible nonstar, Immediately a bolt of lightening strikes hin; 
he becones visihle, and through a telescope the observers see that he 
has a humen face. He calis on his father, Yog Sothoth, to help hin and 
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at once melts into a sliny mass with an “indesoribable odor," Now, I 
en willing to accept the power of words but I have worked with a pow- 
der-sprayer in our rose garden and know that the dust can not possibly 
go more than six or eight feet. It could not have gone "a considerable 
distance” and have such disasterous results, Lovecraft had, again, to 
destroy this nonster but his nethods were nost unsciatifio. 


is imprisoned in a stone tower whioh has an opening at the top covered 
by One small stone, The stone is not heavy but evidently shfficiat to 
keep the old god in captivity. In spite of his great power there is no 
evidence that he ever tried to push it aside. One of his worshippers 
removes the stone and now the god is no longer a prisoner. He emerges 
from the tower, kills the nem nesr it; he threatens the mtire commun- 
ity, evm the mtire world, but at irregular intervals (and for no ap- 
parent reason) he retums to the tower, A scimtist, determined to save 
the human raoe, accompanied by a fried, goes to the tower with a bag 
of oenmmt, They kill a men who has started worshipping the god, and an 
Indien who has lived for several hundred years. They replace the stone 
and fasten it with cenmt. 


In the meantine this Old God, highly intelligent and very power- 
ful, does not react to the noise of the revolvers, and he certainly 
Seems to be unaware or at least indifferent to the work of oemamting 
the stone, He has the streggth to move the stone, which is small and 
held by still wet, soft cenent, He could cone out at any time and kill 
the heroes, Instead he seems content to remain in the tower while the 
stone seems to hold him like a cork in a bottle. Once again the human 
race is saved fron destruction, This Old God acts like an idiot and 
the manner in whioh he allows hinself to be conquored soens to be ut- 
ter nonsence, 


In The Smmned House a nonster lives in the dirt in the cellar. 
For one hundred years all who live in this house dio in a nysterious 
nenner, Finally, a Dr. Whipple and his nephew determine to sped the 
night in the oellar of the house, The young nan seos the vague oytline 
of a half-hunen monster rise fron the dirt of the cellar floor and des~- 
troy the doctor and bum his body. However, it falls to even notice 
the young men who is determined to avenge his unclo, He retums the 
next night with a spade, a shovel, and six carboys of sulphburio acid, 
He starts digging into the dirt floor and finally locates the the body 
of the nonster who is either asleep or indiffermt to the digging. For 
100 years this monster has killed all living within the house, The 
night before he killed an old men. And yet, this night he makes no ef- 
fort to protect himself! Eva when all the dirt has been shoveled off 
of its body it appears to be unaware of the danger! The young nan leaps 
fron the Hole and empties all the sulphurio acid on the exposed body. 
He them fills the pit with dirt, Thore is little doubt that this non- 
ster, like all of Lovecraft'’s creations, wes very powerful and intel- 
ligmt, but he certainly acted like an idiot. 


In The Call of Cthulim a raco of the very old Gods wild a monol- 
ithie city in the Pacific, Cthulhu is conquored by e new race of Gods 
and made a prisoner in his hone, He renains there for twenty trillion 
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years during which en earthquako subnorgos, but does not destroy, it. 
Finally a second earthquake raises part of the city again above the 
surface of the Wator. Cuptain Johnson, his mate and 6 seamen in a 
smell steamship, eee bha uahartod islend-nountain and decide to land 
and explore it. They walk to tho top of the mountain and find what 
seems to be a door with a nunber of Imobs on it, After pressing on a 
varlation of mobs thoy finally hit on the right combination -- end 
the door opaiod, Now the Vory Old God, aftor waiting 20 trillion years, 
was no longer captive. He cones through the door and kills the 6 sea- 
nen, The captain and mate run to the shore, row to the ship, end start 
to stoan away. The God, standing on the shore, sees then and enters 
the water to destroy then end finally go ell around the world and des- 
troy menkind, He swen, and the captein seos that ho'll soon ovortake 
the steamer, so he tumod around and rammed it, Looking back, they 

see thet they've cut the God in two, but is reforming, Soon he looks 
as good as he had, bea. 


There was nothing to keep hin fron now killing tho two nen, yet, 
for sone reason ho was content to his home, back to the mountain, and 
in through tho door, Through sono clevor imagination of Lovecraft the 
door closes on hin, just in time. Once more en oarthquake lowers the 
island, This is the thira tine Lovecraft has used an carthquake to sate 
the hunan raco. Ho mds tho story with Cthulhu still a prisoner, ==- 
at least until another 'quake risos the city again and the door is 
again opened by ignorant seanm. Onco again I an forced to say that I 
cannot believe this story. 


Lovecraft writes of tho importenco of maintaining the semblance 
of reality. He thinks that the reader nust boliovo the talo whm road- 
ing it. His editors, Derleth and Wandrei, must have thought that The 
Outsider was his finest story. At loast, they usod it as the title to 
the first Lovecreft story ommibus (Arkhen, 1939.0p.). Many of the read- 
ers agree with then but I en unable to, The story contains too many 
a conem ta which lessen the illusion which Lovecraft considored 80 

mportant, 


The being doscribed livos in e deep, wmdorground cavo and has to 
depend upon candles for light =- yet wo are not told how he obteined 
a supply of candlos to last so many yoars nor how he loamod to light 
then, He has a large library, in which he spends nuch tino reading ter 
ritle books, but there is no explanation of how he leamod to read, 
This raises a question: could a boing, isolated fron infancy, leam 
to read? I dubt it. 


Finally, after long years, he starts'to clinb upwards through many 
mona; at lest he reachos the top of the tower and finds that ho is on 
level ground. He walks through woods, past en old church, and then 
coues TO a rivor, which he swims across without difficuity. I can be~ 
lievo that he was able to clinb to tho topmost turrmt of his former 
heue, An animal cen walk and climb without teaching. But I question his 
ablillty to swin a long distanco. 


He enters a castla where nobility is norry-making. They see hin 
end start to scream, He cannot understand then sinco this is the first 
tiz no has heard a hunan voico. He doom't understand why they scroan. 
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He then sees a nonetor in the hallway, and goes over to it, Reaching 
out, he understendg, for he touches the "cold, unyielding surface of 
polished glass." Iho story should end there! Instead he goes to E 
and flies"with the mocking and friemdly ghouls on the night wind, 
Just how he is able to fly without wings is nevor explained. At the 
very end a nention is nado that he saw himself in the nirror and his 
realization that the is different from humans — an outsider. 


This story leavos me cold, tut it was written exactly as Love- 
craft wanted to. Tho authors inability to end the story at the prop- 
er place perpleces ne, but Lovocraft often seemed unable to do #0, 
The sano can be appliod to THE SHADOW OVER INNSMOUTH, A long story 
in 5 parts, it should md with part four with the nerrator finally 
escaping from Innsnouth, Instead, Lovecraft adds part 5, which con- 
sists of linos that seen to ne emtirely superfulous. 


Whe a nen writos much he develops a style which is often vory 
individualistic. If true to hinself he writes only im one way, ond, 
when grandiose, liko Poe, thinks that it is the best way to write. 
There is no doubt that Lovocraft followed this pattem. He worked hard 
over his nenuseripts and made many revisions, All that the critid can 
say is that his stories aro plotted and franed exactly as he ment then 
to be, These notes aro not intended to cloud his ability to tell the 
horror tale in a way that has entertained many readors. I simply wish- 
ed to exanino his styld, ond instead of lauding then to show how they 
could have bem nuch inproved, Rid yet I realize that he could not 
have written thea in any other way and still have remained the individ- 


ual that he was, 
~~~ DAVID HENRY KELLER 


Witchinghilt Lenp 


Cutting the Heavens with enpty streak 
Sone fool thing speeds, 

Is it sone damed invention, 

Or doos it fill our neods? 

Or is it some fignmt of inagination, 
Fron a derangod brain? 

Or is it pure and sinple inspiration, 
Striking this world again? 

Dark sparks of that unknown region, 
Beyond thie world's atnosphero, 

Lost in that Well established reain, 
as we are here 

Dire sins, curses black as witchcraft, 
Ride upon scientifio wing, 

And all tines imprecations congregate, 
In the heart of this thing. 


---George Jay Crewford 
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Lieing off the coast cf Greece, just a little to the South-East, lies 
the small island of Crete. nce a mighty isla empire doing trade with 
the powers of its time, Eeypt end Assyrie, it ie now all but forgotten, 
en obscure hole in the Mediterranean, Its mythic kings and peoples are 
herd to remember, for little is left of their power. In the great pal- 
ace at Knossos cen be sem marks of flames and in tho throne room am 
overtumed vaso with ritual vessells still lying there as if about to 
be used, The tales of Creto have come down to us only by Greek legad, 
and a few letters found in Feypt and Babylon. One of the most interost- 
ing of these concoms tho great goddoss Rheon. 

In tho beginning of tine there was created the Earth, Gaea, and the 
vast skles above her to cover and wod hor, Uranus, From this narraige 
sprang the twelvo Titans and othor such beasts end Uranus, torrified by 
them, shut then up in thc bowels of the carth. Gaon vowed revenge wha 
Uranus rofusod to rcleasc thom, and sent hor son, Cronus, te kill hin. 
Cronus murdered Uranus in tho night end the curse of his parat fell up- 
on hin, He Imew that to roncin safc was to renein childloss, but ho soon 
fell in lovo with Rhoa and had 5 children, Cronus, in hie foars, devour 
ed cach child as it was delivered. Finally, in desporation, khoe wmt to 
hor parents to sock advice, for she folt a now child in hor. Sho was tol: 
to floc to Crotemd there in a cave hidd™m away from the cyes of Cronus, 
she gave birth to 2 son, Zous, She returnod to her husband, amd, to avert 
his suspicions, wrapped a stone in swaddling cloths, which he swellowod, 
Thus, Zeus grew up peacofully in the grom end sunny mountains of Crete, 

fndther of the legj@mds of Crete is that of King Mines. Suraly everyene 
has heard of Daodalus and his sun Icarus who flew on wings of wex. But 
What of the rest of tho tale? 

Kind Minos ordered each year sevar young maidms and sovm young nm 
to bo sacrificed to the Minotaur, a half-bull,half-mam, thing which lived 
in the labyrinth bmoath the king's pnlncc, But tho king's deughtor, Ar- 
latho, fell in lovo with z Greek horo Thoscus. Sho mlisted the nid of 
Daedelus and, at his suggcstion, gavo These:s 2 thread to unrevol behind 
hin when he want to fight the Minotaur, Theseas sleys tho bonst and ro- 
turns safoly by following tho unravcllod thread. Tho king 1s furtous ond 
suspects Daodalus of aiding, wherezzo0n he end his son decido to fly from 
the islend to oscape the king's wrath. Daodnlus constructs wings of birds 
fcathora ond Wax, and bofore they start Icerus is wamed not to fly too 
cloze to tho sun, as it will molt the wox and he would fall into the soa, 
But icarus disoboys his father, end surc cnough, the sim melts the wex 
end ho falls into tho son, which tha boro kis name -- Icearian. Decdal- 
ue ílcos to Sicily ond the protcction of Cocalus, Tho king, Minos, mor 
Dool4us Was vory vain and baso his plan to ecapturo his mony on this, 
Ho vit from lond to lend carrying a arirel soa sholl and a throad ona 
olf IS a groat reward to anyone who coulc got the thread inte the sholl. 
Fin -y Minos como to tho court of Cocelus, King of Sicily. Tho wily king 
too” tòc shel]. end gave it to Dedrlcis, Ho tiod the thread to an ant ond 
lurra it by a drup of honcy the ont wellcod oust end threaded tho shol: 
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Fear of the dark is certainly 
one Of the oldest fears of man 
since it is the vivid material- 
ization of The Unlmown,. But is 
it not odd for a grown man of 
our modern world to fear the 
dark? 4nd only a special kind 
of darimess? 


BEWARE OF THE BARKS 


by GENE TIPTON 


stom Was building up in the summer night out- 


side, a8 evidenced by sudden, intermittent gleams of light that were to 
be seen through the windows, and by lew, heavy rumblings that sounded 
like the deep~toned growls of some aroused cosmic monster, 


Three men sat within the living room of Risby's bachelor home, 
At a luncheon meeting of the Hearthside Club a few days earlier, Phillip 
Rusby, a new member of the club, had invited the two other mem over that 
evening for the purpose of becoming better acquainted with then, The thr 
ee Were ohatting at random, 


A growing thunderstorm, perhaps, always suggests something of 
the ominous, and this may have helped to steer the conversation towards 
the subject now under discussion -- fear, 


Abbot, a lawyer by profession, was speaking, 


“Let's admit it, Man's overactive imagination accounts for 
most of his fears. So often We become victim to fears which are needless, 
even silly. Consider Napoleon's morbid fear of cats, for example, or takı 
the composer, Anton Dvorak, who had an intense fear of thmmderstorns all 
pariemeut his life, He probably wouldn't feel very comfortable tonight, 


“Imaginary though many fears may be, their effects can be very 
real and tangible,” contributed Kell, a physician, drawing with satis- 
faction on a cigar, "Fear can induce symptoms of physical illness in a 
person, even though no actual organio disease may be present, Fear can, 
among other things, ralse the blood pressure, produce palpitation of the 
ee ae one on digestive disturbances, and upset hormonial balances in 

e e 


"In the opinion of you gentlemen, what would appear to be the 
most common, the most widespread fear?" 


The query Was voloed by Rusby, the host, He was perhaps the 
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oldest of the three men, if ace can always be gaged by appearance, 
There Was more grey then black in his thinning hair, and his oreas- 
ed face and stooped shoulders indicated a lengthy acquaintance with 
the vicissitudes of life, 


"I'd say the fear of death Would rank at the top." answered Kell 
unhesitatingly. "However, I may be biased, I suppose a member of my 
profession is exposed to death in a disproportionately large way." 


"The fear of retribution would seem to be very great,” pondered 
Abbot. "But I think I would pick the fear of darimess as being the 
most universal, Possibly, this would even embrace death itself, Most 
of us tend to associate death with derimess, so really we might think 
of death as a form of darkness, Who among us Was not afraid of the 
dark as a child? I remember when I was a boy, the house in which we 
lived stood near a big empty lot that was covered by a dese thicket. 
Although it looked harmless enough by day, I imagined that all sorts 
of phantoms and monsters lurked in that thicket at night, and I al- 
Ways stayed away from the place after sundown, " 


Rusby had leaned forward in his ohair, as if finding more than 
casual interest in Abbot's words, 


"I'm inclined to agree with you." he said, "But let's not limit 
the fear of darkness to childhood, I once mew an adult who had an 
obsessive fear of the dark, It's bem years since I've sem the man, 
but I have no doubts as to the fact that the fear torments him to 
this day. What's more, he most feared not darimess in general, mit a 
partioular kind of darimess," 


"Ila like to hear more about this chap." invited Kell. "Sounds 
like it might have the makings of an interesting yam." 


"Yes, go on by all means," concurred Abbot, 


So Rusby began to elaborate, as the intensity of the rumblings 
outside grew. His eyes fixed themselves upon flowered draperies across 
eee Which swayed in a breeze coming through a partially opmed 
W We 


"The man of whom I speak Was named Smith. He Was a boyhood chum 
of mine, and the two of us grew up together down tn the Kentucky Blue 
ridge country. On one occasion, whem We Were still small boys, he and 
I and some companions secretly made off for a nearby cave, Our par~ 
mts had Wamed us to stay away from the-place, but being intrepid 
adventurers, like all boys, we meant to do some exploring, Inside, 
With a supply of matches, We embarked on our little adventure. But, 
as luok would have it, Smith became separated from the group and got 
lost in some side passage. The rest of us made our Way out all right, 
but Smith remained in the cave three days and three nights in pitoh 
dariness before he was found," 


Rusby paused to light up his briar pipe, the plunged anew into 
his story. 
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"As you probably have guessed, that incedent made Smith atnormmal- 
ly semsitive to darkness, I don't believe he ever completely got over 
the experiaice, But his aversion to the dark did not grow into a pho- 
bla until some years later. When in our late tems, he and I were tak- 
ing in a travelling camival which had come into town, We Were pass- 
ing one of those fortune-tellers' tats whe Smith, on an impulse, 
decided to go inside. 


'"come on, let's gol! I urged him. ‘Surely you don't believe in 
those frauds, ' 


"taw, it's only a dollar, Phil,' he persisted, ‘and who Imows? 
Sone gorgeous female With a millionaire father may be destined to 
come into my life.' 


“tang with a six-foot-four husband,' I added, 


"Mostly to humor his whim, I followed Smith into the smelly tent. 
He paid hia dollar, and the old Gypsy woman peered into her crystal 
ball for several minutes. Then she raised her wizened face and looked 
at my fried soberly. I'll never forget her words, 


"'prom beginning to ed, darkness 1s woven into the tapestry of 
every life, Darlmess lies within the womb and within the tomb, ' 


"I gould tell that the strange words had quite an effect on Smith 
His face tumed deathly pale. He pressed the old woman to tell him 
more; to elaborate upon the cryptic statem@mt. After more monents of 
crystal-gazing, she spoke again, 


"tt gee only darimess -- a strange form of darimess -- in your 
world of tomorrow, Take heeds Beare of the dark! Betare especially 
of darimess created by light!’ 


"I gather this admonition added fuel to the fire." interposed 
Kell, "It must have served to build a moderate childhood fear into 
something of much greater proportions." 


"But surely an intelligent person wouldn't have put much stock 
into the wild prattle of a Gypsy fortune-teller!" declared Abbot, "It 
was just coincedence that she happened to touch upon a matter to whim 
he was already sensitive." 


"Ah, but you haven't heard all of my story." smiled the narrator, 
“At that time, maybe I felt the same way myself. But my efforts to s& 
Smith's mind at ease met With little success, Thm, several months 
later, my friend told me of his wish to visit another fortune-teller, 


"Why on earth do you want to throw away more money on those de- 
celvers?’ I asked him. 'Wasn't one time mough?' 


"Im just curious, Phil,' he replied, His face bore a serlous, 
thoughtful expression, 'I wonder what a second one would tell me, I 
seem to recall that one of those pelmists recmtly set herself up in 
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a trailer over on Lincoln Avenue, Care to go along with met’ 


"ta1) right,’ I agreed reluctantly, ‘It's your money.' So, in 
Smith's car we drove over to the trailer of the second Gypsy, and were 
admitted into the woman's small, cramped quarters. She took my friaa's 
palm end studied it for a time, after which — With a fair degree of 
accuracy, as I remember, ~- she began to mumerate various character 
and personality traits, And then her voice became grave. 


"ttteed the tracings of destiny that are outlined in mortal flesh, 
In your future looms that which is to be feared, It lurks among the sha- 
dows -- and Well it might, for darmess itself is the substance of this 
terror which lies in wait. Guard forever egainst the scourge of darknes 
--balare of the dark! And seek greatest safety from darkness whose sour- 
ce is light! 


"Snith didn't say a word, tut only stared at the woman as if str- 
iken. In a kind of daze he accompanied me to his car and drove directly t 
still another fortune teller, who delivered a third prophecy regarding 
bis Tat T gentlemen, believe it or not, it was identical to the 
rst two! 


"that must have been the proverbial straw that broke the camel's 
back." supposed Kell, after a moment of comparative silece had lapsed, 
a hush broken only by the grumble of thunderclaps. 


"yes," said Rusby, nodding. "For the same Waring to be given thr- 
ee times in a row -- that's carrying coincedence a bit too far, don't 
you think? 


"Well, from that time on, Smith was never quite the same person. 
His dread of the dark grew into an obsession, He Would never set foot 
outdoors after nightfall, In his bedroom a light bumed constantly at 
night. You couldnt drag him inside a theatre or movie-houge, Or any 
place that wam't well-lighted. And he was forever puzzled -- often to 
the point of torture.~- by the peculiar form of darimess mentioned in 
those wamings, " 


Kell repeated the migmatical words musingly. "'Beware of darimess 
created by light.' It certainly is a queer sort of waming." 


"Granting that there Was anything to the dire predictions, your 
friend could have misinterpeted them," mused Abbot. "Maybe it was fig- 
urative, not literal, darkness that was to blight his life. The danmes 
of sin, for example. Or the darimiess of fatlure. Or the ultimate dark- 
ness to be found in death. In any event, it just occurred to me how dark- 
ness could be created by light. Why, a flash of lightning could knock 
out the power lines right now, and we Would find ourselves sitting in 
pitch darimess --" 


Both guests looked curiously at Rusby, who reacted in strange fash- 
lon to thet last statemait. He sthrted in his chair, and his face paled 
visibly. Both Abbot and Kell thcught they could make out a brief flicker 
of penic-like fear in the eyes of their host. 
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“that's the matter?" frowned the phyeician. 


Abbot regarded Phillip Rusby with a critical, searching intemtnese 
for a moment., Gradual insight and discernment spread over the attomey's 
features. 


"Ruaby," he said softly, “something tells me that your frimd 
Smith is right here in this room, sitting in the same chair as yourself." 


The nod of affirmation Rusby gave Was so slight as to be almost 
imperceptible, He let out a long, tired, sigh as if wunspeakably weary 
from combatting the onerous fear that had for so long plegued hin, 


The long-gathering storm had broken; wind and rain Were lashing 
the house With vehenmoe, Arising, Rusby walked across the room to the 
now wildly fluttering draperies, amd firmly lowered the window sash, He 
remained there, looking out into the storm-ridden night. The rain-filled 
darimess wes frequently pricked by erratic thrusts of light. The two mm 
still sitting could fancy that Rusby forced his eyes to meet that all- 
pervading mass of darkness only through a great summoning of courage, His 
Was oe almost rebellious attitude, He seemed to be defying the darimess 
as a small end defmeeless boy stands up to the neighborhood bully who 
had long dominated hin, 


It was later in the evming. A peaceful calm, devoid of all tem- 
sion, now filled the night, The storm which had earlier been rampant hed 
moved on, and was now venting its fury elsewhere. 


Pausing before one of the hospital wards, Kell, now white-jacketed 
and displaying a brisk, professional air tome of many years spent in 
such @ivirons, beckoned for Abbot to enter. The physician spoke briefly 
aith a nurse who emerged from the room, then joined the attomey. Thetr 
attetion became focused on the occupant of one of the beds -- a new pat 
Lent whose face Wes swathed in bandages. 


The two Wordlessly regarded the figure, Low, fearful murmuring 
Sries came from the recumbent form, They Were sounds such as a frightemed 
ae ee utter in the dead of night, seeking refuge from specter-hayn- 
sed shadows, 


4 "Poor fellow," commiserated the physician when the two had left the 
room, His face was cut up pretty badly by that window glass. Strange, 
sn t it, that lightning should have struck that window pane at that pre 
t1se moment? The disfiguring scars that will be left arm't the worst of 
sur friend s troubles, Thanks to those flying fragments of glass, Rusby 
-8 tatally blind. The darkness he feared so much hes at last come upon hir 


~-Ga@ie Tipton. 


14 


MINDSIGH 


After the publication of the last issue we were besieged by 
letters, some good, come bed, all offering criticisn. We are 
followers of Phillip Wylie's philosophy: "Without criticism, 
there would be no progress." Heice, the more letters end the 
more letters of criticiam, the happier we are, e publish at 
a great loss of both time end money, so if there are no let- 
ters, We might as Well not publish, for We gain nothing. Mmea 
80, please do not be discouraged because this present issue s 
lettercolum is small due to lack of money to expand the size 
of the 'zine, PLEASE seid in your letters of commit and erit- 
icism, egoboo or no. If we arm't blasted it makes us unhappy. 


Se ee eee Oe te ee Bee em Mee ee em em Mm we we ee ee ee Be ee oe we ee ee ee Hee eee wee 


Major W.S. Chichester : AN L,O,C. OU THE LOC. la! 

506 Springvale Drive : 

San Antonio 27, Texas 3 Your cover is very effective. A wonderful drew- 
peesss esses ete sssssssis ing by Prosser, Of course, the story by Love- 
oraft is wonderful md illustrates the cover quote perfectly, His ancient 
biblical, style of writing also adds to the spell woven by the story. I 
must say that the story by St. Jom corteinly created a horrible and 
fearful mood, I was ceucht in its web and scarcely noticed the imperfect- 
ions of grammar end sentence structure. However, copy editing IS needed, 
As usual, I liked the letters which were a carry-over from CENTAUR. I 
often mjoy lettercolums morc than the pieces in a magazine, Evidently 
this "Distimming tho Costak" was of a controversial nature, Good! As an 
athLest, I feel we should emphasize the positive aspects of athiesn, 
rather than announce We are athlests and tha glare belligermtly around 
the room Waiting for someone to chellenge our credo, Witness Poul Shin- 
Eleton's outburst! Instead, I prefer to tell people that I believe in the 
Golden Rule, most of the laws of loses, moat of the principles ep ressed 
in the Sermon on the Mount, in the existence of Jesus, in the family, de- 
cacy to others, etc., but that I do not believe that the injection of 

a supematural being, or beings, or exigtence of heaven or hell, will AD 
anything at all towards the goal of peace on earth, good will towards mer. 
In brief, the real athiest feels about ethics and morals in much the sane 
Wey as a “religonist." However, the athiest thinks men should be more 
Occupied with the troubles of mm and less involved with his gods, who 
are not at all necessary to create a good ethical doctrine by which man 
may live in peace, honor, dimity, and righteougness, ¢¢This mey be true, 
but knowing human nature, do you honestly think mm — any man ~- could 
ever stick to such a code?-ed,}} So far the ethiest seems to have the 
lessons of history all on bis side, Unfortumately, the ethiest is known 
only as some sort of negative personality, who denies EVEXYTHING. This 
is certainly not true es my thoughts above have pointed out. In fact, our 
freetom of thought on this subject (inherited from the early Greeks) SAVI 
us from subservience to priestly hierarchy, "inrallible divine revelat- 
icns," traditional creeds, and rigid ritualistic forma, 4¢4You seen to be 
typilifying the churches in much the sano Way as you accuso them of typ- 
lifying the athiest, I imow of many churches whioh are e<cellait whem 

% 
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speaking in your terms of "man's duty to man." Also, there are several 
which have cut religous dogma to the bare minimum, doing only what was 
discribed in the Bible. Be careful, Don't make yourself guilty of the 
same crime that you accuse them of!~-ed,}} We can seek human betterment, 
not institutionalism, Thus, as Socrates sald, "We are free to follow the 
arguement wherever it leads." 

Well, I'11 be looking forward to the next issue, which I hope 
will be called MIRAGE, Keep up the good work! 


¢4It would soen to me that athiesm is divided into as many sects 


as is religon, Mossbs, Deckinger end Shingleton, take note!}} 
PESSLSELSSSSSESSSSESSSSSLSL SSS LSLE SSS SSS S Sess ss ssssssssssssssssssssses 
Harry Wamer, Jr. 3 HARRY WARNER IN THE MIDDLE 


423 Summit Avenue 3 


to subscribe to fanzines, but maybe I can give you some comments, which 
will be about halfway between the cruption from Redd Boggs and the oom- 
fort from Jom Berry in the last lettercolum, Of course, I can't tell 
how much of an improvement over the first issue this is, but it seens 
like a good accomplishment viewed by itself, The minagraphy is better 
than average; only a fî% pages are bothered very nuch by typographical 
errors, end you certainly sean mthusiastic mough and willing to take 
advice, I don't object to the lack of famnish material, either, because 
this is the sort of contmts I cut my fannish teeth on, In fact, the 
whole fanzine is a pleasant reminder of what many publications used to 
be like, back in the early 40s. It was also interesting to re-read Love- 
craft's story. This is probably the first time I've re-read anything by 
HPL in eight or tm years and I'd bom wondering how he would impress me 
at this late date, I find that he can still interest ne, although it 
soens odd thet this particular writer should have become the center of 

a cult of admirers that specialize in his works, I would think that it 
Would be easior to grow tired of his fiction if read too often than that 
of almost every other fantasy writer, {{I can't say I agree with you, but 
you might take note that almost every other fantasy writer (that is, of 
the modern fantasy school) had a large association with Lovecraft, He is 
responsible, directly and indirectly, for the bulk of good fantasy. The 
cult you mention springs not so much from his works as from the man hin- 
self, you will find,-ed,}}However, I still can't approve of little itens 
about his eccentricities like the one that follows the story. So much ha: 
bee made of HPL's quirks, tut they weren't substantially more numerous 
or severe than those of a great proportion of the population, I have 
never worked in an office where at least two or three persons werm't as 
frightened at a breath of cool air es HPL ¢¢but did any collapse from it’ 
}} lots of us admire cats very much, and só on, Woulm't it be better to 
emphasize the really strange thing about hin: his record of never having 
harmed anyone, nade an @remy, failed to be a frimd to anyone he encoun- 
tered? You can find lots of people who hate seafood but few who are ger 
inely as good as was HPL.I wish I could say sonething nice about that 
other story, tut it's pretty terrible, I don’t think "St, John" has any 
idea of the basic principles of fiction, The hero is like a comic opera 
character -= cowardly, a sneak, surviving only by remarkable coincedeice! 
and accidents, The stylo is a crazy mishnash of the Lovecraft tradition 
and clumsy attempts to imitate realistic detective fiction, Paragraph 
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after paragraph violate logio, The first thing thet happms in the nain 
story AA oall fron the hero's best frimd; why, the, should 
it be necessary for the frimd to idmtify himself and ask who it is on 
the other md of the line? If they're such pals, they should know each 
other's voices by now. The hero drives around Dorwich and sees that a 
blue line mcireles the town, fron one vantage point. I refuse to bel- 
leve that any town would have geography which would make this possible 
from the ground level, The efforts nt descriptive writing are hopeless, 
"The house...wWas shaped in such a way as to neke it a 'dquare oircle’ 
shape. Know whet I mean?" The hill "with the house on it was shaped in 
such a way to make it look like it was over the town.” 
I liked the cover very much; though I never sew Loveoraft, it looks like 
a believable depiotion on the basis of photographs. ttas to your first 
point, Dorwich Was pretty bad. But Savage didn't drive eround the town, 
but merely guessed that it meircled it. As for the cover -- Prosser 
never met HPL either, but drew it from a pioture in om early Arkham 
House book,-ed.}} The letter-oolurm would beefit by a different systen 
of inserting editorial commmts, It's hard to be sure in oertein places 
just who's talking. ¢¢suggestions on how else it could be handled?}}I'n 
iInolined to cgree that it wasn't stupid to drop ASTOUNDING fron the nag- 
azine's name; I grew up in an era whem wę fought for nore dignified tit- 
les, and now that we finally get one, people start to yell foul. You may 
be fighting a loosing battle by oonomtreting on weird fiction, I sus- 
peot that the horrors of WW II and the pogsibilities that the future 
holds have madd the gruesone adjectives of weird fiction seem pallid to- 
day. But I still heve a fondness for the stuff in linited qumtities, 
end just think how fine you'd feel if all of a suddm sonoone starts to 
ser out a professional woird fiction magezino again, 

filho says we're conomtrating on weird fiction? We're always glad to 
8ee it, but we'll be happy to look over any SF or even fine straight 
fiotion if you people out there will smd ‘en to us! Great Britain as of 
this monmt, has the highest regard for the weird tale. Its popularity 
is suprisingly high, yct they were in the last war not only up to their 
necks but in their hones as Well! As to the future ~- the bizzare possi- 
bilities it will bring have alweys bem in existece, And sinoe our own 
problems Werm't envisioned by the earlier worricrs, to those oncs their 
problema were no lesa large. Who, during the early 40s, liked to think 
of whet would happen if Hitler had won?dés for a pro weird fiction mag-~ 
I doubt it. Leo Mergulies bought the rights to WEIRD TALES a few years 
beck with stars in his eyes but it sees to have bem a Waste of money. 
No new WEIRD TALES popped up, and while occult magazines sell tremendous 
ly well end fentasy on the television running rampant (The U.S. Stoel 
Hour will do FLOWERS FOR ALGERVON! You can't escape itl), nobody has had 
the money nor the nerve to try the market again. Whoops! Yes they did 
I recall one magazine named SHOCK which printed good welrds recently, 
but Was seriously marred by a conio editorial format -- a spider for the 
lettcrs and a ghoul in the editor's chair, etc. -ed,)) 

ODIO IC A BREA EA BA VOTACIÓN sis AGE ATA dE GO TA A eet eases SSS Te eee 
Bob Lichtman 3 BOB LICHTMAN 
6137 Crcft Ave.: 5 wo ct ee. NS 
Los Angeles 56,iThe only objection I cen find to your zine as far as 
Califomia tnaterlal goes is that I disitke lovecraft even in pro- 
Sitiiiitsissssesfessional books so don't bother often to read him in 
fanzines. And eve noreso I avoid pseudo-Loveoreft material. So there 
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reelly wam t much in this issue to interest me, If you are intemding 

to continue-printing Lovecraft material, you night follow up your comn- 
nent after the story that he was active in the fendon of the 30s and 
reprint some of the stuff he had in zines like Homig's FANTASY FAN, 

I don't own a set, but found a bound volume in the Special Collections 
section of the UCLA library and have read most of it. ¢{most reprinting 
I had planned (which was slight to begin with) has bem shelved for the 
tine being, Unloss a good nunber of readers desire it, it'll stay there 
indefinitely, I fear-cd.}} I guess it's obvious that you wrote your ed- 
itorial on stencil this tine, else we wouldn't have had to put up With 
such things as "But very seldom does the anateur Writer, the person who 
has not sold professionally, but writes good and often excellant ¢sic} 
pieces," What about hin, huh? I don't nind your putting out a serious 
fenzine -- as you say, I'm free to imore it if it gets too bad -- but 
your comments here sound as if you're trying to justify printing any 
old orud, just because it happens to be fan end not pro fiction. Not 
at all, however, I have bem violmtly attacked for suggesting a zine 
like this present issue, and I'n afraid I got carried oway. Tell ne, 
whether you like the pieces in this issue or not, are they crud?-ed, }} 
The only decent artwork was by Prosser. Otherwise, artwork and headings 
stunk, The nuddy toilet paper you've used in the beginning of the zine 
shoulda be standard throughout, Anā stick to just one color, so that the 
zine Will look more wmiforn, Good grief but you get a Wide range of let- 
tere! From Redd Boggs to Bill Plott, Your lettercol isn't too bad,--I 
suppose you had to use the letters you got. Put elininate #rtniser; for 
sonething better! My own style is (¢this}) tut I prefer to keep it most- 
ly to myself. ¢¢The range of letters is wide, but it was not that I had 
to use any old letters as much as these covered substantially everything 
in eny of the others, 
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Mike Deckinger: (EXCERPTS) 

85 Locust Ave, To say I Was impressed with KALEIDOSCOPE would be put- 
Millbum, N.J.: ting it mildly. The zine, no matter which name you use, 
siiteiisiiteit: hes nade an astoumding (no plug) advance since the fir- 
st issue, The repro is fine, Prosser art excellent, and everything ex- 
trenely well handled, The cover is unusual, for both Prosser and e zine, 
and is an exoellent one to lead into the story. Apparently Harrell's ty- 
per was used for St. John's piece and the editorial. I'a rather you use 
it from now on for the entire zine, ¢¢Sorry, but 246 niles is a bit too 
far for me to go to use a typori-ed.}} There is absolutely nothing wr- 
ong With a WELL HANDLED sercon zine, The trouble is today that too many 
so-called sercon zines are edited by neos who immediately model their 
zines after imitation prozines. This is not What the reader wants, For 
good examples of sercon zines, look at AMRA or NEW FRONTIERS, two of the 
Dest zines put out today, I think KALEIDOSCOPE ia fine... .Where do es 
Chesapeake Publications cone fron? hy not keep the aforenentioned title 
¢4c.P. is from a beer commercial, actually. This is the Bay Coumtry. MIR 
AGE, We think, is more suitable for a fantasyzine, +}... The multi-let- 
tered headings were a trifle sloppy. Fpr Ghu’s sake, why not use a ruler 
.. The ASTOUNDING nane change wes stupid because it represents a move 

on the part of a tyrranical editor which many (a majority!) are opposed 
to...Speeking of Christiens and athiests, I agree completely with Coul- 
son in that they should not be established as opposing forces. Nothing 
grouches ne more than to hear some fugghead say that because the Russ- 
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iens arc athiosts thoy are doubly bad, ctc, Not all Russiens aro athioste 
end ova if thoy Worc,boing an athicst docs not nocossarily nako ono m 
aony of frocdon and liberty. ¢4Only Party Menbers erc roquirod to ro~ 
nouneo God, and thoy conprisc no nore then 1% of the totel Russ popul- 
ation? -od $3 Kanocy nado 2 rocl stupid stetenmt e fow months ago whm 
ho seid that tho roel strugglo today wres botwom thoso who boliovo in 
God and thoso who don't. Anyono who is imormt œough to make that typo 
of rogerk doosn'’t dcscrvc to bo prosidmt. ¢iwhet'cha gonna do?}} Boggs 
Was wrong, Tho idce for ny story in UENTAUR was 2s 2 scrious pioco fron 
tho beginning. If it was to be fumny; I would heve writtm it quito dife 
formtly.....1'n suprisod thet no onc firurcd out that your “"Distinning 
the Gostak" quote wes liftcd (crronoously) from Milcse Bruor's The Gos 
teks end the Doshes in en carly AMAZING. 


MNTHS AND LEGENDS {oontinucc fron o if 

Whm Cooslus prosmtod the threndcd sholl to Minos, the Crctrn king do- 
mended Deodelcus, Nothing cvcr enno of it, though, sinoc Minos drownod 
whilo taking a beth in Cocalus' prlscc. 

Merny archoologists and historiens think that maybo the islend copire 
was first scttlce by rcfugoos fron lowcr Zzypt. In 3000 B,C, Macs mit- 
od upper end lowor Erypt by conquost ond the lend of the mouth of the 
Nilo was covorod in tino. Nothing œists to tot] wo of thcso pcoplo œ- 
cept e fow thousmnd graves in the gromad and the implinmts thoy Woro 
buricd with, 

Vory littlc is mom of lowcr Egypt bcforo umifiostion, Many things 
point to this migretion, such as the Crctans Wcro bronzo Workcrs, just 
as the Exyptians, Although the Beystions had diploratio raletioms with 
Crete, it is impossiblo thet thoir slight influmoo should bring ebout 
the Crotms adopting nrny synbols thc Exyptions uscd, Tho double exc, 
the synbol of Zcus and of which a gold end bronzc cublaa Was found in 
tho palaco at Knossos, md othor things. The lattor is m Egyptian oult 
sim =-=- ono of thc first. Also found in both civilizations, although 
found to be first uscd in ypt, is thc crossed spoars of Sais, tho 
figuro olght shiolc, thc mountain, tho dovo, end tho harpoon of reypt 
fron whioh tho tridmt of Neptume right have ovolvcd. 

The ecovilization of Crotc starts soncwhore around 3000 B.C. It mds 
with tho fall of Knossos eround 1400 B,C, smd fron there oovilization 
swings northward, to tho Grcoks, 


Qno of tho nost intorcating Ancimt Myths is that of Gilganosh of 
Babylon end Sumor, This will bo thc subjoct of the next articlo. 

«-Donald F. Andorson 

EDITOR'S NOTE: This colum is soncwhat of on cxporimsnt, ond its con- 


say SO, end do not fail to mekc your own comnats and suggostions on 
his pioccs, 
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ELTON SBROD Ypa nas 


vi cwod by 
Socker é Warburg, 1960 (London) $2, lit DODD 


hes is, I suspect, some very good ros- 
son why the authors of nost ghost storics sct thelr cheractcra in not 
only e ravto place but in usually e very old structurc of sono sort, 
The atnosphecre is ciffermt with ogc, mend with ngo concs horror because, 
probably, thc grceatcst horror of all is of bcooning old =- be it build- 
ing or nem, There wes an old notcl end house in Robert Bloch's PSYCHO, 
an old castlo in Frenkmstecin, end old houscs in alnost cvory other tale 
with a horrific sotting sinoc authors bcgen, 

Edgar Mittclholzcr, in his fiftemth novel, hes forsakm his experi- 
namtel writings of THE WETHER AT NIDDEISHOT, CHILDREN OF KAXAN as ctee, 
to rotum to tho nacabro world he created in NY BONES AND MY FLUTE, Con- 
ing fron e remote comer of the world -- British Guiana -- his bost no- 
vols aro elways sot tin thc Wost Indice and in the Carribcan, Likc nany 
other euthors before hin ho hes created a world which boars little ro- 
letionship to thet which wo know =- as, indocd, docs nost of the bost 
scicnco fiction end fentasy -- end in which the charactcrs talk od bc- 
have in their own strange fashion. 

ELTONSBRODY is a lonely old houso on the islend of Barbndos with all 
the stock symptons of being heuntcd, The wind whistles through tho board 
in the houso, the shutters rettlo shakingly, the windows vibrato cs tho- 
ugh a denon Wero trying to gct insido tho barrcd tonb, thc furinture 
erceks ormiously, as though to threatm anyone who would daro to use it, 
and outsido the dogs howl wamingly to thosc outsido wm should vamture 
out, or those who should vamturc in, 

Mistress of ELTONSBAHODY is ira, Secaifc, e. kindly but not-quito-right- 
in-tho-hoad character =- "I'n not e bad wonen, but I'n strengo...” who 
givos onc of her roons to z connerciel ertist, a lir, Woodslcy, whm he 
finds that all the hotels on the island aro full. 

Mr. Woodslcy finds ELTONSSRODY A vory strenge plecc indccd, Just as 
Nornen Botes in PSYCHO had his texiderny, so Mra, Scnaifo writes in her 
book of the preises of —- dissoction. Hor talk is scatterod with dos- 
criptions of nunen coro md thorc ero mony nystorious goings-on in the 
local cenotory with Eruosone tid bits such as tho boncs of a hunen fin- 
gor tuming up on the dining teblo wrenpod up in e dinner napkin, 

However, not ell the rosidets of ELTONSBRODY aro so concerned with 
the inncr structuros of the body; thorc is en cxhibitionlst nald of tho 
house called Malvome who is so proud of hcr shapely contours thet sho 
strips to the waist Whmover thero is likcly to be en appreciative aud- 
lemos. It's very fristrating thm thet early in the story sho fells down- 
steirs end breaks hcr neck to bo plecod in a conn end looked after by a 
pretty Nurse Linton, 

"It’s insenity,” says Hr, Woodéslcy, "ot the slightest doubt about it. 
whem he finds ono of the dissertions of the nistrcss of the house about 
the delights of dissection, but since he is wmeblo to got a roon my- 
Where elso on tho islend and ho is e connorcial artist, ho continuos to 
stay thcero despite stronge soumds throuchout the house and ovan stranger 


(continued on pego 34) 


Here is a pleasant little tale 
which, while orlponal, shows a 
definite Lovecraftilan influen- 
ce ala "The Outsider," What 
was the hideous Lecret that 
cane With a smal? bottle pick- 
ed up in a tiny little store? 
Georse Watner's ability to tell 
a good etory is clearly evidmt 
here. So let's all find out just 
What hanpemed.,.cescarsevsesvene 


BY 
GEORGE H, WAGNER 


AS 


avna been since early childhood a re- 
cluse of the most withdraym sort, I was not wont to take those long and 
leisurely midday strolls which were considered so conduelive to the lit- 
erary craft by certain of my contemporartlee. 


All that I conelder necessary to my stories of the ghostly and terri- 
ble can be found in my old Boston house. It's great rooms contain not 
only antique fumlehings dating beyond the Great Fire of London, tut the 
voluminous libraries assembled over the centuries by my ancestors. These 
book-collectiong contain such rare works as the religoue histories of 
Comelius Dinneaus, the witch-talee of Latanius, tne lost philosophies 
of HMalleas, and the almost legendary books of C. Retanius Hento (called 
by one writer a "First century Mether"). Some of my books, including the 
VITAE SPIRITUS of Gazio (1515), Jom Saxon's RUSTEG ARTS (SILVESTRES ARS, 
as Well as Peter Frost's BLACK RITUALS, and Laney's DZATE HERBS, are not 
to be found in the Library of Congrese, the British Mueeum, or the Nat- 
ional Library at Paris, 


Today I am still a recluse; tut where I previously freely chose such a 
life, I am now forced to do so, 


I Was not -- as I have said -~ accustomed to taking long walks, and it 
was not by cholce that I did so on ths disasterous day of which I speak, 
4 shipment of books necessitating my presence at the local express off- 

ce. 


ify joumey thither would through the powrer section of Boston, dotted 
with the groups of small antique and curio shops that invariably clust- 
er and grow in such places. 


I stopped before one such window, and finding nothing of interest,mov- 
ed on to another, I did this severel times before I found a window that 
held my interest, There Were many trinkets end teasures in that window, 
Bome of Which I thought must have bee et least early puritan in origon. 
There were faveral books, but these, while old, had counterparts in ny 
callection. I saw the customary old stamps and coins, as Well as various 
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dishes, ale mugs, and pieces of alilveriare. in ono comer of the window 
rested a jumbled pilo of chipped end wom daguerreotypes, one of these 
being of an elderly mouetached nan who looked for all the world like 
Charles Fort. 


I was not, however, interested in these itene, In the centre of the 
Window glisteed a beautiful cmerald-coloured jade-grem@ sphere. It Was 
undoubtedly crystal, but unlike any crystal I had ever seem, either in 
America or on the Continmt. It vas, for that natter, unlike anything 
Jackson had discribed in hie CRYSTAL BUYER'S CATALOGUE, and unlike any- 
thing Frenz Heiber had diacuased in EEISER'S BUCH PEI SELTEN GLAS, the 
latter book causing as much commotion aid controversy among antique col- 
lectoras in Berlin when it was published there in 1933 ea did Hitler's 
Storm Troopere among the gaeral populace, 


Mists seemed to swirl deep Within the sphere, as if a daenon-god of 
some far world hed imprisoned all the skies of Venus inside. 


I opened the cracked gless door, passed through a dusty vestibule, and 
entered tho shop. An old man stood behind tables littered with old neia- 
papers, dishes, and various magazinea. 


The 01d men quoted a ridiculously low price, which I @leefully paid. 
He seemed, oddly, rather glad to get rid of the thing. As I left the 
shop, he handed me an envelope which, he said, Went with the sphere. I 
received the strange impreasion that the man Wea not as old as he look- 
ed, but could not justify this suspicion, 


I wrapped the crystal sphere in a pieco of newspaper fron the shop, 
and placed it in my coat pocket, Picking up ny shipment of books (sev- 
eral manuscripta that I had sent to be bound in Providence), I mrried 
home to refxamine my curious find, 


Safely home, I entered my study and placed the sphcre on my writing 
table. The mists end vapours continued to swim about within it. 


Inside the mvelope, I found several pieces of yellowed parchmamt,wWell 
preserved and non-brittle. One contained a raving discouree directed 
ageinat Cotton Mather, the Rhadéianthine sage of the Puritan era. Thila 
paper Would have been of great interest to historiens, but I have burnt 
it and shell not reveal its contenta here, Many things have been very 
wisely supressed conceming Mather (although he was, to be sure, basic- 
ally a good men), and I shall not betray the trust of nearly 3 centuries 


Another paper, some few years older, proved to be a history of the 
sphere. It told how the sphere had been created from volcenic glass in 
far Atlantis. From the Magick Island the sphere (referred to as the "Nya 
tyck Sphere" in all the parchnenta) waa taken to the aubterrme pre-Chal 
dean temples near modem day Sheraul, Iraq. These temples had fallar in- 
to ruin by the time that Roman travellers found the sphere there in 25 
A.D. Unnemed misfortunes Ware viritcd on these travellers, both in the 
Near Eset and in Rome. Because of these the ebnhore Was sealed in a crypt 
far beneath the temple of Satum:-Cronus. [nis cipt was opmed some year 
later by a temple priest, who, after certain monetary inducenentes, had 
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forsaken his vow of secrecy conceming the sphere, It Was sdoilvered in- 
to the hands of a Wealthy but ecomtric Roman citizem, who dabbled in 
the Black Arts, He kept it in his villa until one night he drowned him- 
self in the Black Lake of Avemus ~- said by the ancients to be the m- 
trance to Hades, The sbhere Was given to Nero, who was the eaperour. 
Nero placed it in the imperial treasury, where it remained until it fek? 
into the hands of a Chaldeo-Roman astrologer who fashioned a bronze base 
for it, which it still bore whe it came into ny hands, 


The sphere moved north, into the land of the Vikings, and then to the 
South, and the Frankish Kingdoms, Taken to mglmd with the invading Nor- 
mens in 1066, it passed through Hastings, the following year seeing it 
in the nefarious "Black Abbey" at Brackenshire, 


By 1200 the sphere was in Scotland, causing many divers troubles for 
those into whose hands it came, Monks hid it in a mountain cave, and it 
remained safe there for over four omturies. A robber bend operating in 
the area found the sphere, and kept it in their posession until it was 
captured by loyalist forces semt to rout the outlaws, The sphere Was glv- 
en to Charles Wright, the Scotch~mglish commander of the loyalist for- 
Ces, 


The Wright femily cane to the Now World in 1625, The paper was written 
by Jom Wright, a lawyer, in defense of his father, a defendant in the 
witch-creft trials of 1645. The younger Wright attempted to show that 
strange deaths in his family were caused by the evil powers of the sph- 
ere, and not by any actions of his father. 


The court acquitted the elder Wright, due to the evidaoce presa@ited in 
Jom Wright's documents, which was, We must add, the result of six months 
constant research, The court reconmmded that the sphere be cast into the 
sea, however, Dr, Thomas, who was to perform this rite, went mad and ab- 
soonded With it instead. Neither Dr, Thonas nor the sphere were ever sean 
aor heard from again, said the third parchngt. 


As I did not believe in magic, although I wrote stories conceming it, 
and thought sorcery as something completely forgotta, except in those 
obscure and curious traveller's tales still occasionally circulated about 
such men as Aleister Crowley, I placed very little belief on the infor~ 
mation give in the parchna@ts. However, as I averted my eyes from the 
nehuscripts and directed them at the orystal sphere, I saw a change begin 
to come over it. The mists seened to swirl more Wildly than ever; they 
Were no longer the beautiful mists of the antique shop. Several tines 
they thinned end for brief seconds they threatened to part, revealing 
some dark and terrible secret barcath, Then suddenly -- quite sudd@mly-- 
the mista did clear. 


What the sphere showed cannot be fully described here, but has to do 
with the reason why I can never venture forth on Boston streets, even 
degp in the blackest tides of night. A face, nay, an imperfect parody 
of a face, like the work of some drunken, drug-crazed artist, grinned 
and gloated from Within, bathing me in a baleful, hellish glare, The 
face of someone a fortnight dead could not have stirred in me the horror 
that I felt as I stood there, I could not dream what far-flung dimension 
had spawned such a thing, and I wondered if the same benevolent God who 
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created the Earth end all that dwell thereon had also created that. 


There Was something frighteningly familiar about that face 4n the sph- 
ere, and I knew the that the wordless whispers mouthed by those form- 
less daemons that nunble mindlessly in the deepest abysses of my mind 
Were true. That dammeble face -- and I shuddered whenever the electric- 
edged thought tracod razor-lines across my conolousness-~ Was a oopy of 
my own face! 


In some far universo, I understand now, in some twisted dimension, in 
some cosnia vortex of nothingess, a thousand Infinities beyond reality, 
beyond the Wide seas of space, past the citadels of time, there dell 
oroatures =- beasts -- who are carictures of ourselves, Each of us has 
a double who is so blasphemously hideous that it is beyond human words~=~ 
or even sane thoughts -- to describe his contenance. The sphere, created 
by mad high-priests during the final days of decadent and depraved At- 
lantis, is a key, erasing the merciful walls between our dimension and 
the wild one of which I write. 


I picked up the sphero and dashod it against the floor, Taking the hea- 
vy old iron poker, brought from Ingland when the house Was built in 1681 
(perhaps only for this purpose?), I shattered the shoulieh thing with 
one blow, The resulting pieces I crushed and smashed until nothing re- 
mained of the sphere but crumbly grem chips. 


In my victory I revelled in the thought that the face was gone, I did, 
however, wonder just Where it had gone, Had it retumed to that dark di- 
mension from which it cane, unwittingly summoned by my presendce near the 
sphere, or had it, perhaps, been in some way caught up in that gigantic 
tangle that is time and space? I did not worry on these thoughts, however. 
It wes gone, and that was enouch. 


It was not too much later that I looked in a mMirrOr.s.s.essoscesososososo 
Peretre spe rEToNse Let DALES OBSIOA SS SINT IS FTE PEPERSIACHISE SG PPE SIOETESESESE 
ELTONSBRODY (continucd fron page 30) snelis. But snolls of what? Of 
decay? Of death? Of WHAT? 

Nornan Bates concealed comparatively littlo in his notel compared to 
what ig hidden beicath the woodm shutters of ELTONSBRODY. In one lock- 
ed roon is the husband in evming dress - surely the best looking evming 
a@ress evor sem on a skeleton - In school clothes in mother locked roon 
is the little arendson, also down to his baro self, The attractive Nurse 
Linton is entombed in gnell pioces, Shapely Malveme also tums up in 
pieces -- but these arm't even mtonbdod, These discovorics, unlike those 
of PSYCHO, do not suprise the reader in the sanc Way. Certainly not as 
nuch as they so the hepless Hr, Woodsley, Edgar Mittelholzer 1s an author 
who scoms the use of suprise and it is surely a nark of his great writ- 
ing skill that without this important cleamt in e horror story he can 
ae contrive to raise the hair on the back of the head alnost effort 

ossly,. 

This is a highly individual story of ovil, macabre happenings, and what 
Norman Bates and his razor did in a notel is but a fraction of what old 
Mrs, Soaife can do in ELTONSBRODY. 


Wonder why it's nlways the say ones that are killed, though,....? 
---ilan Dodd 


